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Summary: Rey keeps a tally of the days she has been waiting on Jakku. 
Einn/Rey . 


Two One Eight Seven 

Rey didn't really know how long she had been on Jakku. Two winters 
had already passed before the spring when she came across a hoard of 
small, white stones that left chalky residue on her fingers when she 
picked them up. 

She decided to carry a basket of these stones back to her makeshift 
home in the husk of a run-down AT-AT. The stones could serve as 
writing material. She could mark up the number of days that went by 
on the metallic, gray surface of the AT-AT ' s interior. Rey began 
ending each day by drawing a single mark upon the wall, carefully 
measuring it and smudging it so that it would blend in with all the 
others. When she finished a row, she felt a sense of accomplishment 
for making it through on her own. 

The counting of the days gave her time on Jakku a sense of meaning. 
The ritual gave her hope, for as long as her days of waiting for her 
parents to return could be counted, maybe someday these days of 
longing, silence, hunger, and loneliness would come to an end. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rey couldn't help but become superstitious. She knew there was 
little real significance to the daily marks, but every time her marks 
on the wall neared a major number, a "fifty" or "one hundred" or "one 
thousand, " it was like approaching the anniversary of a significant 
event or the birthday of some unknown person she ought to be 
celebrating . <p> 

As the day of an exceptional number approached, she'd start to hope 
against reason that someone might come for her when that number 
arrived . 



Maintaining this tally was what kept her alive through the rotten 
leftovers of day 96, the awful heat of day 97, the sandstorm of day 
98, and the deathly boredom of day 99, but when day 100 came and went 
and no one came for her, she almost let an uthuthma ' s maw swallow her 
whole . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>After all the disappointments, Rey didn't know why she continued 
with the ritual. The lines looked all the same, indistinguishable in 
row after row. One day, she might forget to take a mark down before 
she fell asleep and the next morning she would wonder whether or not 
she had forgotten and if she had forgotten, was it one extra mark or 
two she should add? She'd waste time trying to decide and then she'd 
chastise herself for thinking something so foolish could be 
important . <p> 

She told herself she no longer cared, though she did it anyway, just 
like she'd say to herself "They'll be back for me, someday," though 
she no longer believed anyone would. Keeping the ritual going was 
vaguely comforting. The little shining marks provided the barest 
impression of company. Knowing each day's number gave each day the 
potential to be something other than the day before. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rey was the first person to ever know Finn by his name before she 
knew him by his number. <p> 

When he told her that his Stormtrooper number had been 
two-one-eight-seven, she told him that couldn't be possible. 

"I used to keep a tally, on Jakku, of how many day I had been waiting 
for someone to come. That was the number when I met you." Rey 
blushed, a bit embarrassed to admit to her irrational ritual. "It's a 
pretty weird coincidence . " 

"It's not a coincidence ! " said Finn, grinning. "It's the 
Force . " 

"I'm not sure that the Force works like that," said Rey. 

"I think that's probably exactly how it works," said Finn. 


End 
f lie . 



